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weather. The little plane shook like a vibrating machine. It
rolled and dipped. Air pockets were frequent and we hit
them head on. In this shimmying contraption of struts and
wires I endeavored to jot down the high spots of things I had
heard during the day. An effort to take notes during the con-
versation with Byrd and Noville would have reminded Byrd
that he was under contract to write his story exclusively
for a rival newspaper. Noville, on the other hand, was under
contract to tell his experiences to us. Consequently, I now
essayed to write in the plane and the only writing material
proved to be a number of long parafined paper bags in a rack
within easy reach of my seat. These bags were put there for
entirely another reason. I recall that there were five bags. I
filled all of them—with notes. One of them, I regret to say,
never reached the destination for which I had intended it. It
happened just as the pilot shoved the nose of the plane down
to a landing at Le Bourget. The sudden dip was too much.
The notes that I had penciled on that bag were useless. I hope
that I was able to resurrect them out of my head. No one
will ever know.
We landed without further incident. There was my car
in the hangar where I had left it. Shortly before eight o'clock
that evening we were at our typewriters in the rue de Louvre.
We had carried all our eggs in one basket and returned safely
with them. By 1:00 a.m. Paris time (8:00 P.M. New York
time) I had produced some seven thousand words for the
transatlantic cable. In the meantime my companions had
written their own experience for the Paris Herald. Our out-
put at that hour was for the most part exclusive*
I do not boast when I say that the weather which might
well have thwarted our now successful air expedition went
far to thwart the use of telegraph and telephone communica-

